First Sight of the Bandstand
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But these are no more than shadows on the curtain. We are
to have day as well as night, the woods and fields besides their
fiction in the theatre, but never far from music, or from the
blaring of the band. At one moment, it is a garden or a lake or
river, near the bandstand; it can even be the spa by the seaside,
or the pier upon the sea; it does not matter, we have come here
to think and listen, and to enjoy what it can bring to us. Or, in
an instant, be back once more in the theatre. Or the tunes can
become portraits, for this may happen. But, at the moment, we
stay here, as though in love with no one. It is so lonely in this
high summer weather. Is it afternoon, or evening? The chestnut
candles gutter to the ground. So thick are the fields with butter-
cups and daisies that their drifts are entire kingdoms. And we
smell the lime flowers, most magical of scents, for one has,
always, to look up into the trees and wonder how the little lime
bells have that breath in them, and then be lost in the beauty of
their green boughs. Or the siren waves are singing. The northern
sea is calm enough, and blue for Arethusa.

But the mood alters. In a moment these are cafe tables. It is
the open air, underneath the trees, Bad-Ischl or Baden, some
summer town where they take cures or drink the waters. We
are to hear the music, not of these streams and forests, but of the
city of a million souls. We are told that it is their emanation, their
lifeblood, the beating of their hearts, though, really, it is the work
of one man, born to it because his father did the same. His father
and his brothers composed waltzes; but his own genius fulfilled
them all and absorbed them. It is his summer holiday and he
plays here with his band, being, now, about sixty years old. On
his way to the bandstand he is recognized and saluted, and we
see him climb into his desk, take his violin from its case, and
begin to tune it. This is his famous orchestra, whom he has led
for many years, and it is only a few moments till they are ready
to begin. In fact, it is so quick that it is lacking in impressiveness.
But there comes the electrical moment. Holding his bow in his
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